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paint. She sat down near the drawing and gazed at
it. Pellerin made a sign to the other to hold his
tongue on account of her. But Frederick, without
minding her:

"Nevertheless, I can't believe------"

"I tell you I met him yesterday/' said the artist,
"at seven o'clock in the evening, in the Rue Jacob.
He had even taken the precaution to have his pass-
port with him; and he spoke about embarking from
Havre, he and his whole camp."

"What! with his wife?1'

"No doubt. He is too much of a family man to
live by himself/'

"And are you sure of this?"

"Certain, faith! Where do you expect him to
find twelve thousand francs?"

Frederick took two or three turns round the room.
He panted for breath, bit his lips, and then snatched
up his hat.

"Where are you going now?" said Rosanette.

He made no reply, and the next moment he had
disappeared* .

